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FOR MARTHA AND JANE
little girls
l

watch you
reach
arch
leap
become women in
black dansklnned bodies
movement and music are one
rhythm and form the hymn of your
existence.
Eileen Nordstrom

MOLES
You came in March,
Invaded my private green place.
Your humped stitches hung
Like rows of knitting.
Tonight I cast you off.
An irritant from the Hardware Store
Has moved you on to
More fertile, grub laden green.
You, too, came in March.
My fingers wove tangles
In your dark places.
Yet, it all seemed good.
Now you struggle to untie knots.
When you are loose
It wlll cost more dear than
Venom from the Hardware ..
Eileen Nordstrom

hal

CHRISTMAS NIGHTMARE: 1966

Ito
theeo
e

A white-eyed raven crashes through the window
scattering memories made of black glass.
There ls only the neighbor's black dog
Howling at the snow, while angels
softly fly from the chimney.

e

cunn
lngs with your
('s and mixed sentences up
yaws me idull
you bralnclutteredpo
etman(whlch term papers write students for)
who curse you in the
mornlngnoonandnlght
well then
h
ell
tothe
eo
ee
bab
y,you got them
good.

And the elm trees step out in their white armor
while wheels of water dance around the tires.
As hands chlll and feet freeze,
smoke fllls all the rooms of the house
and the night descends, swallowing the past.
White deer toss their antlers like branches in a storm;
they leap into the woods, their hooves
striking sparks on the stones in the moonlight.
Black ashes stick to the snowfields now,
as I look back on the house disappearing, disappearing.
David Cochrane

Lisa Pauker
-
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"Ooh, it looks like you're going to ride in Matt's van."
Jill's mother said as she parked the car behind it.
Jill didn't answer, but got out of the car, and looked at
the van with Mathew Jarrel, Building Contractor painted
on the side. She smiled, she had always wanted to ride in
the van and now it was going to happen. A 150 mile ride.

A MEMORY

BetsyEmdln
Jill was sitting on a wooden folding chair that had been
set up for tomorrow's funeral. She looked back at the long
line of people coming into the chapel. She looked down at
her hands, then at her watch. It was five to eight, this
would go on till 9:00. There wasn't anything to do but sit
there.
Jill's Uncle Matt had died yesterday at age 42. He was
well known in the community, and had a lot of friends and
aquaintances. It was going to be a big funeral. The front of
the chapel, where the casket laid, was banked with flowers,
all sorts and all colors of flowers arranged in wide sprays.
There were flowers resting on the floor in front of the
casket, and flowers all the way to the ceiling. At the corners
they formed cascades back down to the floor. Smaller
arrangements and planters were set on little varnished
tables in various parts of the room. All of this didn't count
the bouquets sent to her aunt's house.
She looked at her cousin Don. Large tears were in his
eyes. His grandfather had his hand on his shoulder. She
was glad his grandfather was there with him. Her aunt,
grandmother, and mother stood along side the casket
receiving condolences from the unending line of visitors.
Her aunt knotted a white handkerchief in her hand, and
she occasionally burst into sobs on someone's shoulder.
Her mother's face looked more grave and drawn than
usual although she didn't cry much.
The line moved on in front of her. They moved at the
same steady pace, evenly, flowing from the doors at the
back, up to the casket, and back out again; dark forms in
heavy wool.
"You have my sympathy."
Jill met the eyes of the speaker. He went to her church,
but she wasn't sure of his name. "Thank you." No one had
wished Jill sympathy before. She looked back down at her
hands.
"Look, who is that?"
"Isn't it Ruth Taylor's girl."
Jill looked at the two women murmuring together in the
corner. They were heavy set, and both were wearing cloth
coats with mink collars.
"Isn't that too bad, she's really taking it bad, isn't she."
"Ya, it's sad for a young one. Their families were quite
close, you know."

Her uncle came around from the front. "So you did
make it. I thought you decided you'd rather sleep till noon
than go up." He laughed and patted Jill's head.
"I've been up since 7:30," she said in a serious tone.
Her mother looked anxiously at her watch. "We're on
time, aren't we?"
"Well, I'm still here. I hope you brought more to wear
than that." he said looking down at Jill.
"Oh," her mother scrambled to the trunk, and flung it
open. "We sure don't want to forget your suitcase." He
took the suitcase from her mother and shoved it in the back
with some building supplies.
"So, you're so anxious to get going, come on." he said.
He opened the side door and gave Jill a shove in.
"You should have fun in that, sweetie, look how high
you are." her mother said.
Jill looked at her mother and nodded her head. She
tried to affect a smug expression for her. This ride was
between her and Matt. This was her vacation. She wanted
her mother to leave now, and not interfere anymore.
"Have a really good time, and make sure and help out
if you can. I know you'll have fun."
Jill continued nodding her head. "Bye, Mommy."
Jill said nothing for the first few minutes of the ride. She
looked down the road in amazement. She had never sat
up so high, it seemed she coud see down the road forever.
It made the hard jolts of the van seem worth it.
They stopped at a bait shop just outside the city. Jill
associated the place with the cottage, and Uncle Matt. He
always stopped there because the bait was cheaper than
the shops up north. Jill liked the little place. She walked
around and watched the minnows (and various other types
of lures) swim around in their tanks. Too bad, she thought,
that they're all here to die, to get eaten up by some big fish,
but then some person would eat the big fish, and it all
became part of that person.
"Are you going to bait your own hook this year, Tillie?"
her uncle asked using his pet name for her.
"I don't know," she thought of the feel of the fish's
body. "I don't think so."
The sun shone brightly, and caused shimmery spots
that looked like water on the pavement ahead. Jill enjoyed
fixing her eye on one of these spots and watching it dry up
as the van approached and ran over it.
"Wanna hear a joke?" she asked. "It's the only one I
know."
"If it's the only one you know it better be good."
"OK, there was this little boy, and he was in school,
and he had to go to the bathroom, so he raised his hand.
The teacher asked him what he wanted, and he said he
had to go to the bathroom, but the teacher says before you
can go you have to say the ABC's. So the little boy sayd:
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOQRSTUVWXYZ. And the teacher
says 'where's the P,' and the little boy says, 'running down

Jill turned and rested her chin on the back of the chair.
She looked at the girl the women were talking about. It was
Diane Taylor. She was sitting at the rear of the chapel,
crying hard, her face bent down into a lacy handkerchief.
She was only a year older than Jill, but she had already
frosted her hair. The Taylor's had a cottage two doors
away from her uncle's. Diane used to water ski behind her
uncle's boat, and he used to tease her a lot.
Jill turned around, thinking about the cottage and all
the fun she used to have with her cousins. She usually
spent a week there every summer. She remembered the
times she used to ride up there alone with her uncle. He
worked at home, and made the 150 mile trip to the cottage
every weekend. Her aunt and cousins remained at the
cottage during the week.
.
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my leg.' " Jill began to giggle. Her uncle looked at her from
the corner of his eye, and grinned shaking his head slightly.
"You better watch where you tell that one."

"That's where you live." She said pointing her finger.
He glanced at the place, and turned up the corner of
his mouth, and continued looking straight down the road
until they came upon a one-room unpainted structure with
a dog sleeping at the door.
"And that's where you live." He said indicating the
place with his head.
Jill gasped in indignation, and waited for a place worse
than the one before to call his home. She found a suitable
basement home and accused him of living in it. They went
on like this each taking turns in finding a more decrepit
place for the other to live in.
"Want an ice cream cone?" He asked as they came to a
town known for its homemade ice cream.
"Sure."

They passed a sign, on the other side of which was a
cluster of paint worn houses with no grass in the yards, a
small wooden church, and a Texaco station with a sign in
the window that said "Store." Jill looked back after they
passed it.
"What was the name of that town again?" she asked.
"Was it Jill?"
"No.''
"Well then was it Jarrel?"
"Nooo."
"Then it must have been Jasper."
"Yeah, I knew it began with a J."

"A vanilla for me." He said into the little screen at the
take out window.
"I'll take chocolate." Jill said.

They came to a larger town with a short main street.
Her uncle parked the van in front of a building called the
State Hotel. The front was panelled over in dark green,
and in the small space that was left for a window was a lit
neon sign that said beer and wine to go.
"Time for lunch." He said lifting her down.
Jill frowned to herself. She couldn't believe they were
going to eat here. She didn't like the looks of the place.
Wh~never she rode up with her mother and aunt, they
always stopped at a restaurant called Amy's in the next
town. Amy's was in its own separate building, and had a
huge window, and a children's menu.
They went in and sat at a table near the door. The
room was long, and had a bar running along one side, and
tables were pushed up against the wall of the other. There
were quite a few people in the place, but no one as young
as Jill. She didn't know if she dared eat anything there.
She hunched up in her seat and looked at the men who
were all wearing work pants and T-shirts, standing at the
bar. She decided not to get anything, she always was afraid
of getting car sick anyway, even though she never did.
A heavily made up waitress whose hair was curled at
the shoulders and bangs approached them.
"I'll take two knackwursts on buns, and a draft." Her
uncle ordered before the waitress even said anything.
"What do you want, Tillie?"
"I don't want anything.''
His smile disappeared. "What's wrong, don't tell me
you're not hungry. If you don't want anything that's OK,
but its going to be about two hours before we get there,
and another few before dinner, and I don't want to hear
you whining along the way."
She looked around again, and then at the waitress. Her
stomach was rumbling. "I'll take a bar-b-que, and root
beer."

She took a few licks of the cone when they were back
in the van, and then leaned back against the seat. The ice
cream began dripping down her hands.
"Now what's wrong." He asked as he bit into his cone.
Jill kept her head low, and said in a soft voice, "I don't
like it.''
"Well,'' her uncle said in complete understanding. "You
should have gotten vanilla. Their chocolate tastes like they
left the chocolate out."
"I don't like vanilla."
"You're in a bad way. Now either eat that or throw it
out, some animal will like it if you don't."
"Yeah, I guess you're right."
She flung it out the window, and watched it land on the
shoulder with a splat. She was glad something would eat it,
and it wasn't all wasted, but she was mad because she
didn't get ice cream after all.
"I hope you brought a dress. You know you've got to
go to church tomorrow."
"Of course I brought a dress."
"Church at 8:30 in the morning." he winked.
"I know" she groaned. Church would be over before it
even started at home.
The sun beating through the wide front window felt
good and warm on her, and she relaxed back against the
seat. She turned her head on her shoulder, and began to
doze off when she was startled by a loud clapping noise.
"What was that?"
He was smiling at her. "Oh, I guess we hit a bug."
She snuggled back down when she heard it again.
"Another bug." He shrugged.
"It was not." she said spitefully. "You clapped.''
"What! We hit a bug, why would I clap?"
"Well, you did. I was almost asleep."
"Can't help those bugs."
She frowned in thought. She wasn't quite sure. She
tried to sleep again, but she wanted to keep an eye on him,
and it was impossible to relax.
"One last refreshment stop before Long Lake." he said.

After they left the town they had lunch in, the highway
entered a state forest. Tall pine trees rose up on either side
of the road. Jill peered into the forest of long straight trunks
as deeply as she could. She wondered where it ended, and
what was in the depths. Sometimes you saw deer, but
usually only at night.
They passed more towns like Jasper, and old
ramshackled farms. Jill decided to begin their game. She
watched till they passed a house made of tar paper with
checked curtains at the windows, and two junked cars in
the drive.
•
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had never been in a bar before, and this was the second.
one today. She wondered what her Grandma would say.
Her uncle finished his beer, and looked at his watch.
"Come on, in less than an hour I expect to see you getting
up on skis."
She stood up. "Un uh," she shook her head, but
laughed. "Not today." Jill liked the idea, but was afraid to
try water skiing. "I'll ride in the boat though." she said
eagerly .
She sat on the edge of the seat because she was getting
excited. She spotted a new tri-level house with a large
garden in front. "That's where you live." she said. They
always ended the game that way, by finding a magnificent
house for the last one.

They crossed another highway, and turned into the parking
lot of a place called the Crossroads Tavern . They had
passed a small town a few miles back, but other than that
the place stood alone in what Jill considered the middle of
nowhere. It was a long cement block building, set at an
angle, with a slope roof, and four windows across the
front. Inside the bar was at the back, and the rest of the
room was filled with chrome legged tabled.
Jill went with her uncle up to the bar. There was a
moose head hanging on the wall behind it, and underneath
was a lighted picture of a stream in a forest. Jill looked
around, there were deer heads, and other racks of antlers
hanging in various parts of the room. There were only a
few other men in the bar.
"I'll take a draft, and do you want another root beer?"
he asked looking down at her.
"No, ginger ale ." The bartender put a straw in it which
pleased Jill. She and her uncle sat down at a table. She
sipped on the drink, and rolled her eyes around the room.
She was amazed, except for the ones in restaurants, she

Jill looked up at the line of people again. It seemed to slow
down . She turned back . Diane had left, and she could see
the end of the line. She looked down at her watch, it was
quarter-to-nine.

LUNA

The
pearly
faced
clown
laughs
over
the
moldy
cheese
earth
spinning
around,
sending
off

flashing
insects
that
tickle
his
reflecting
chin.

Brown
mushroon
umbrella gives
the frog a chance to
get out of the rain and sleep.
Mushrooms are only good for
getting
out
of
catching
flies.

fflEE fflUNK

Brittle lichens colored
Liver and sea
Mottle your bark
Like an old man's hands.

Lisa Pauker

Richard Thayer

HAIKU 1

Jane Visser

Moon of polished pearl,
backed upon black velvet sky,
is like an heirloom.
Lisa Pauker

•
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THE PROFESSOR

ORION STRIDES

You delighted in your brittle bits of knowledge,
Broken-bottle thoughts, parts of a whole no longer.
We held up bleeding fingers to prove that we had learned.

Orion strides across the sky,
His every step a frost, a falling of leaves.
A fish of north wind and a handful
Of icicles - he comes prepared
For this long walk. He does not stop
For idle talk on silver evenings;
He ls a taciturn giant, uneasy with words.
His cold form never dances. He walks heavy.
We do not know him; when he steps
Across the horizon, we have lost
A constant stranger.

We did not breathe In your tenlble silences, when
Your falling eyes would tum, and your short fingers
Would scatter our papers with a flick of turquoise.
Oh, woman! Go back to your farm. Study the rain
As It collects In the worn road, and reflect
On the stagnant water. It captures the stars,
Dims them, and dismisses them at dawn.
Kate Solms

..,,,,.

J
Kate Solms

CHICKEN COOP
They're laying eggs now
Just like they used to
Ever since that rooster
Came into our yard! - from an old Belafonte tune

AT JUST- DAWN
at Justdawn the son is hon fire orange the fat
waddling milkman
chuckles loud and deep
and harrya ndtom leave
their friedeggs and bacon
to spoil and it's
dawn
when t he sun is neon-marvelous
t he gay
senile milkman chuckles
loud and deep
and sallyandmary abandon

Bronze plumes blazing
Like muscle cuts
Gleaming in sun
And sweat, you strut
Your yard cluck and
Kick grit like a
Sumo wrestler
Tossing salt.
Preening groupies
Pout while waiting,
Moan for you from
Henhouse tiers; they
ff Cuddle their eggs
•~
Beneath them and
~ Harbor hennish
Daydreams of Hot
Augus t Nights.
Richard Thayer

their grape-fruit and oat-meal and
it's
dawn
and
the
pigeon-toed
milkMan chuckles
loud
anmd
deep
(paraody on e.e. cummings' In Just- spring)
Peggy Johnson

-
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PROMISES MADE AND KEPT
"Something spherical
That suspends itself against the breeze."
So said, dreamily, you looked up
As if to imagine your body blueward.
A wizard-of-oz balloon, you said you'd
Always wanted one, to throw sandbags
Out of and ride away, rocking in a basket.
That was the day the promise was made
And you said you would leave clouds below
But now me.
I wake. The sky, I see, ls parted: a door,
A darker patch of blue. Have you left?
The sun's hands grip at the earth's edge,
My feet and the grass are both wet Have you gone? I know the balloon,
Yellow, a rust-colored lion painted on,
Rounding with the side. Just as I
Commit myself sto the ground forever,
I hear you whisper one word.
My name.

Kate Solms

THANKSGIVING MAGIC

y

Thanksgiving Day I like to see
Our cook perform her witchery
She turns a pumpkin into pie
As eaily as you or I
Can wave a hand or wink an eye
She takes leftover bread and muffin
And changes them to turkey stuffln,
She changes cranberries to sauce
And meats to stews and stews to broths
And when she mixes gingerbread
It turns into a man instead
With frosting collar around his throat
And raisin buttons down his coat
Oh, some like magic made by wands
And some read magic out of books
And some like fairy spells and charms
But I like magic made by cooks.

I

Isaac Myers

-
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PLATONIC LOVE
It sounds like a cough syrup.
But after being forced to swallow
All the other kinds of love;
All without lasting effect or benefit,
I've found it has cured my chest pains
And stopped my eyes from watering.
What I thought was a placebo,•
Seems to be a wonder drug.
It amazes me that it ls in such
Small supply and demand.
But isn't that the way it always ls
With preventative medicines?

Dale Quackenbush

Grabbing robe and towel, Sarah stomped out. "That
robe is so tacky," said her bemused roommate. Ritual over
(for indeed, every conversation with Sarah was the same),
Stephanie returned her attention to the looking glass.
"What can you expect from a religion major?"

SKIN DEEP

Kathi Machle
OVERTURE

A blustery day introduced us.
We tottered and talked,
And my scad slapped your face
Right on the grin.
I giggled
and our host whipped
Tears to my eyes.
You took my hand
(So we wouldn't blow way)
And the traffic lights reeled Yellow
Then Green.
Jane Visser

....

I

The black mortarboard was not at all becoming.
Stephanie frowned at the mirror and pivotted to survey her
room.
"Whoever chose this stunning ensemble ought to be
shot," she said to the aqua teddy bear positioned
deliberately on her ruffled spread. "I wasted four years at
this 'institution of higher lerning' for what? To graduate
looking like something out of an old monster movie!"
She turned back to the mirror. The pink tissue with
which she judiciously blotted her "Nude Peach" lips exactly
matched her bedspread. She opened her eyes vide ("the
innocent look always gets them").
"Silky brown velvet Stephanie-eyes. That's what Brian
called them. Not like that biology major. 'Humus, the
source of all life' he said. I thought he was so clever. You
know what humus is, Teddy? Dirt, plain old dirt. Some
compliment! What a creep!" Stephanie smiled provocatively at her reflection.
"Idol worshipping again, huh, Stephie?" Sarah had a
way of charging into the room ("as if it were Bunker Hill or
something," Stephanie had once remarked. "Actually that
battle was fought on Breed's Hill," Sarah had retorted with
that maddening smile of her.) Stephanie smiled archly,
lethargically sprayed on a little "My Sin" and continued
about her business.
Behind her Sarah kicked off her wooden exercise
sandals and assumed the lotus position on Stephanie's bed.
"Howdy, Theodore Bear. Here's your hug for the day,"
she said and then tossed the toy on the floor. Stephanie
glared into the mirror.
"You know, Steph, if you'd ever acknowledge my
personhood, I'd quit doing all these things to bug you. We
could start over. I mean, we've kind of missed a lot these
past four years. Please allow me to introduce myself. I've
been your roommate for four years, although you've only
grudgingly admitted it. Of course, I understand that that
doesn't put me on the level with a sorority sister, but you
could occasionally make me feel a little bit welcome."
"A hard day with the student activists, Sarah?"
"Don't you ever listen?"
"I heard every word you said."
"No, I don't think you've ever really heard anything
anyone has ever said."
"Honestly, Sarah, you are such a child. I don't know
how I've put up with you so long," Stephanie lamented.
Her peach colored nails were flawless. Maybe she should
get a pedicure as well.
"Have you ever thought of being a child? It's not just a
theologically sound concept, you know. . . or maybe you
don't. Anyway, it's one hell of a lot of fun."
"Is it."

Funny, her image had changed. A child stared out of
the reflector. Behind her, barely visible, stood a woman,
plastic comb gripped fiercely, mouth distended by its
burden of hairpins.
"Stand still." Stephanie could still hear the irritated
voice of her mother. "I said, STAND STILL!" The bobby
pins jerked . Gradually comb destroyed snarls and little girl
metamorphosed into young lady, curled and positioned.
Her mother's voice soothed. "See, silly. There was no
reason to cry. You're beautiful. It hurts to be beautiful."
"Mirror, mirror on the wall ... " interrupted Sarah
(trying out her childishness - theological, of course - with
fairy tales). It just wasn't worth replying. Sometimes it really
seemed as if Sarah deliberately tried to get under her skin.
Yawning, perhaps a shade too obviously, Stephanie
stepped fastidiously out of the flowing robe, hanging it
carefully in the crowded closet. At least Sarah didn't have
very many clothes besides those disgusting dungarees with
the patches - "Joseph's coat of many colors," (and she
thinks I don't know anything about religion!) she had once
remarked. "The original Hebrew is far better translated as a
coat with long sleeves," had been the reply.
Shrugging her shoulders, she glanced once more in the
looking glass.
"I think I'll take a little nap before I have to get ready.
Isn't this hat awful?"
'Don't you ever think about anything except the way
you look?" Sarah actually sounded kind of sad, not at all
prickly like usual.
"Only when I have to," retorted St~phanie. What was
the use of worrying about wars and the "downtrodden
masses" Sarah was always reading about. All that did was
to get you depressed. Sarah should know - she was
depressed a lot.
"I still don't understand how you ever got through
college."
"Not sooma come loud like some people I know."
"And what's wrong with that?" Sarah sounded like a
puppy now - a chastised one.
"Nothing, if you want to devote your life to an ivory
tower."
"Better to devote it to an ivory tower than to being in
one."
"A trifle peevishly Stephanie snapped "Well ... " (an
iceberg, think about an iceberg) "I do need by beauty rest,
please excuse me." This time her voice was tranquil.

"No, you don't, Steph. You are Beautiful. .. at least
your body is. You know it, too. Couldn't you be radiant,
though? Can't you be a beautiful HUMAN?"
"I haven't the slightest idea what you mean. I suspect
you are bringing your religion classes home from the office
again. Now you be a good little Christian and let me get
some shut-eye." She got into bed and turned her back to
Sarah.

Sarah disentangled her ankles, and got off the bed,
standing very tall. She left the spread all wrinkled.
"My, my we are turning such a lovely shade of cerise.
Don't tell me you're upset," mocked Stephanie, simpering
a little, but not too much.
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The teddy bear appeared on her pillow.
1 3

EPIPHANY
Yawning a little, she turned her attention to the
podium. Graduation speeches were so dull! Why couldn't
they just hand you the diploma and get it over with? And
the president really did look a bit like a toad (no wonder
he's wearing a green suit). Two more yawns and he
finished his recitation. One of the trustees was next. He just
about drooled over what a fine, upstanding bunch of
young people. The future of America was in good hands
and all that.
Only the valedictory address remained. Sarah walked
up on stage. She actually had legs sticking out from under
her graduation ensemble. And wherever did she get those
shoes? Why didn't she look like that all the time?
Somehow Stephanie couldn't seem to understand
what Sarah was getting at. She kept talking about
maximizing your human potential and some such idea.
Everyone clapped for a long time. Then the exodus began.
Single file they marched to the platform, received their
red diploma covers (the insides would be sent later), and
shook hands with the trustees. Duty done, Chaplain Willis
pronounced the benediction and Pomp and Circumstance
accompanied the recessional.
"The Hallelujah Chorus would be more appropriate,"
muttered her marching partner. Stephanie smiled vacantly.
She didn't feel the least bit handsome. In fact, she felt
downright rotten ... yes, rotten to the core.

"Here's your bear, poor thing. I wonder if he's blue
because it's always so cold in here . He's a fuzzy little
iceberg." Tenderness was the last thing Stephanie ever
expected from Sarah .. .
"Sleep well, darling. Here's your teddy," said Mother.
"No, Mommy, it isn't. My bear is brown."
"This is your new bear. The brown one was old and
ugly. This one is much better. He has such nice yellow
eyes."
Stephanie cried until her father came and shook her ...
"Wake up. Baccalaureate's only an hour away, and
you need at least that long to primp." Again Sarah's words
held an alien affection. A reluctant one-eyed squint
encountered a patched denim knee (the left one because
the patch was green), then a book marked with a finger
and then Sarah's face . Stephanie closed her eye.
"Come on, lazy face." Fortunately, Sarah's voice was
back to normal. Stephanie thrust her feet to the floor.
"I really should have gotten a pedicure ."
"You'll never change!" The head shaking kind of hurt.
"I hope not, because this is the real me. I couldn't be
anyone else."
All of a sudden the day provided more surprises than
just the novelty of graduation. Predictable Sarah, Sarah the
stoic began to cry.
Puzzled, Stephanie handed her a pink kleenex. It
looked sort of awkward in Sarah's fist. It clashed with the
red bandanna covering her hair. Feeling awkward for the
first time since the removal of her braces, Stephanie patted
Sarah's oscillating ribs.
"Don't cry," she said automatically, but also hesitantly.
"You're beautiful, too. Only sometimes it hurts to be
beautiful." It didn't sound like exactly the right thing to say,
but it was the best she could do.
And the tears stopped. Sarah had actually listened to
her! She must have been embarrassed about it, though,
because she silently closed her mouth and left the room.
Shuddering a little, Stephanie opened her closet door.
Her graduation dress was perfect. She had been lucky to
get sandals to match - the exact shade of peach. They
wanted all the girls to wear dark shoes, but that looked
tacky.
Her parents arrived shortly and carried her off for a
session of flashcubes and Polaroid cameras. It took a bit
longer than they had intended because they couldn't find
the most becoming position for the mortarboard.
"What a shame that your roommate couldn't be here.
My graduation picture with your Aunt Tina is one of my
most treasured possessions." her mother had moaned.
Stephanie had just smiled. The vision of Sarah's patched
calves and her own trim ankles both emerging from
identical gowns was ludicrous. Of course, she couldn't tell
her mother that. Mother wanted to believe that she and
Sarah were as close as roommates had been when she
went to college. It was certainly easier to let her go on
believing.
I wonder if she got back in time to get ready",
Stephanie thought. "She has really been acting strange
l:1tely. Something must be upsetting her."

Great Aunt's eyes were
Opaque, Apache teardrops.
In morphine dreams
She drank the sun and waltzed
Waltzed on the blue pearl belly of dawn.
She was a praying mantis,
Devout, patient, quick.
Sparrows outside tore dandelions,
Spraying parachutes. Dry seeds
Through open windows danced,
Descending on still, gathered hands.

I

Mechanically she returned her robe.
It wasn't until someone started to hug her that she
realized she was crying. She shouldn't bawl. Her eyes
turned red and her nose dripped. Besides, she was leaving
this dump, finally. Her sorority sister's embrace felt cold
and hard. She shook herself free.
Sarah was there. Everyone was hugging her, too. Only
she wasn't crying. And maybe she wasn't really Sarah.
Someone made a vague reference to her garb.
"Yes, I sold my soul, shaved my legs, and donned my
first skirt in over four years," laughed Sarah, un-Sarah.
She sold her soul ...
"We're so proud of you, darling." Her mother's voice
seemed incongruos, but Stephanie didn't know quite why.
Maybe she didn't want to. Brian handed her a dozen
yellow roses and one of those little velvet ring boxes. So,
now they were engaged. She'd expected it, hinted about it,
and worked for this for a long time. No wonder it was
something of an anti-climax. He kissed her cheek. His lips
were cold - just like her teddy bear, her poor miscolored,
beautiful blue teddy bear. She cried harder.
Her mother thought she was happy.
But no one cries ice-tears when they are happy.
"I think that's enough, Stephanie. You really don't look
the least bit attractive when you cry so long." Mother was
irritated again, so was Brian. She smiled radiantly, well, at
least she smiled and they thought it was brilliant.
"Sorry, it's just all the excitement."
"Well, let's go back to your room so you can freshen up
before dinner."
"Yes, Mother." Graduation was so tiring. It really would
be good to relax.
She dared not look at Sarah again.
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PLEDGING
Listless music - the only sound,
Hot, congested air around
Moldering condiments,
Dance-trodden crumbs,
And butts crushed down
By inebriate thumbs.
Eric Smevog
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